ITALIANS   IN   EXILE

covered with vine. And there was the village of tall,
quaint houses flickering its lights on to the deep-flowing
river, and quite silent, save for the rushing of water.

There was a fine covered bridge, very dark. I went to
the middle and looked through the opening at the dark
water below, at the facade of square lights, the tall village-
front towering remote and silent above the river. The hill
rose on either side the flood; down here was a small, for-
gotten, wonderful world that belonged to the date of
isolated village communities and wandering minstrels,

So I went back to the inn of *The Golden Stag,* and,
climbing some steps, I made a loud noise, A woman came,
and I asked for food. She led me through a room where
were enormous barrels, ten feet in diameter, lying fatly on
their sides; then through a large stone-dean kitchen, with
bright pans, ancient as the Meistersinger; then up some
steps and into the long guest-room, where a few tables were
laid for supper.

A few people were eating. I asked for Abendessen, and
sat by the window looking at the darkness of the river
below, the covered bridge, the dark hill opposite, crested
with its few lights.

Then I ate a very large quantity of knoedel soup and
bread, and drank beer, and was very sleepy. Only one or
two village men came in, and these soon went again; the
place was dead still. Only at a long table on the opposite
side of the room were seated seven or eight men, ragged,
disreputable, some impudent - another came in late; the
landlady gave them all thick soup with dumplings and bread